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American Verse 


AMERICAN VERSE, 


THE LAMENT OF THE WINDS. 
ed 
By WILLIAM J. PRICE. 


& 


Winds that wearily sweep 
Over the desolate plain, 
Troubled like souls in pain, 
Why do ye moan and weep? 


Sadly the winds reply, 
Whirling the leaves in air: 
“Beautiful flowers and fair 

Faded and wither’d lie. 


“Yellow the leaves and sere, 
Trees forsaken and wan: 
All things beautiful gone, 
Earth is a desert drear. 


“Therefore moan we and weep 
Over the desolate plain, 
Troubled like souls in pain. 
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Would that we, too, could sleep 
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A DAUGHTER OF THE SEA. 


Bad 
By WALTER THOMAS COOKE. 


& 


I took her lovely face between 
My two warm hands, 

I kissed her ruby lips unseen 
Upon the seashore sands. 


She was a daughter of the sea, 
And, oh! so beautiful to me, 

As I looked in her sea-blue eyes 
And found only innocent surprise. 


The tangled seaweed was in her hair, 

The salt-brine shone on her face so fair; 

Her eyes were wet with the dews of the deeps, 
Eyes that know the treasure the ocean keeps. 


I told her of the starry blue skies, 

As she gazed on me with her bright eyes; 
I asked her to leave her cold sea home, 
But she said, “I love the white seafoam.” 


Again I bade this fair one speak. 
“T must return to my home below,” 
I heard her ruby, red lips repeat, 
And smiling she sank ’neath the seafoam snow. 
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MY MUSE. 
a 
By HULDA H. WERTH. 


a 


“My Muse, my Muse,” I called one day. 
But she had wandered far away; 


“Why! you have left me quite alone, 
And there’s much work to do; come home!” 


I found her by yon rippling brook, 
Angel content was in her look. 


How could I chide? *Twas not my mood; 
Ling’ring I watched her where she stood; 


Thinking, the babbling stream’s her book 
Where oft has been my favorite nook:— 


Why should I interrupt her, then? 
H’en be her page beyond my ken:— 


And so the time sped on apace, 
My page but her reflected face. 
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rd 


By G. JOSEPH SMITH. 


& 


Oh, let no soul between thy soul and mine; 
And let me grow each day more nearly thine; 
And to the precious goal I see afar, 

Press on, as they did too, to Beth’lem’s star. 


I want no praise for battles fought and won; 
I crave no name for “golden deeds” undone; 
I only wish to be remembered, dear; 

I only hope—and wait—and stand in fear. 


In fear? Ah, yes! In fear that life’s cold blast 
Will leave me ’lone, with but the bitter past 
Reminding me of days that are no more; 

Of Crusoe on his lonely island shore. 


The grass may grow between my face and thine; 
And let it rather grow o’er that of mine, 

Than I go on without the one I love, 

Without a care below, or hope above. 


I rather sleep beneath a hill of green, 
And die, unwept, unknown, unhonored, and unseen, 
Than stand in gaudy courts by all beloved, 

And live alone without the girl I loved. 
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THE CHANGING RIO GRANDE. 
ae 
By B. F. SUTHERLAND. 


Bd 


Oh! the laughing Rio Grande, 
Leaping onward to the sea; 
Throwing kisses at the pines, 
And at the willow tree; 
Singing to the columbines 
A woodland melody. 


Sweet, with Edna at my side, 
Strolling where the crosses stand; 
Sweet, to whisper of our love, 
And loiter hand in hand: 
Life is all a silver stream, 
And love a pleasant land. 


* * * 


Oh! the weeping Rio Grande, 
Creeping onward to the sea; 

Sobbing by the grassy banks 
And by the willow tree; 

Symbol of a mighty stream 
We name Eternity. 


Dark, with Edna ’neath the sod, 

Sleeping where the crosses stand; 
Dark, the pain of love’s delay 

Till we meet beyond the Grande: 
Life is all a sodden field 

Till I clasp her angel hand. 


Le: 
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DREAMING O’ER MAGIC KEYS. 


&* 


By ELAINE. 
ae 


Alone in the twilight sitting, 
While roll the moments by, 

My fingers o’er ivory wander, 
Or passive idly lie. 

Dim memories crowd around me 
And weave a magic spell, 
Showing the days long vanished, 

And the days to come as well. 


Faces and forms and voices 
From years of long ago, 
Wake to the sweet vibrations 
From the quivering wires that flow. 
Features of rarest beauty, 
Voices of sweetest strain, 
Arise from the long forgotten 
And enter my life again. 


They bend on me looks of gladness 
And sing of the days to be. 
Nothing is lost or wasted 
Is the lesson they bring to me; 
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Each honest, earnest endeavor, 
Though feeble it be or small, 
Goes on increasing forever 
As a part of Eternal All. 


And though amid earth’s darkness 
We blunder, and fail, and moan, 
I see in this sweet transfusion 
We never can lose our own. 
In light that illumines the future 
They show me that all is well; 
All life is climbing Heavenward, 
Though earth’s lessons we slowly spell. 


With smiling eyes turned skyward, 
Yet as if they fain would stay, 
With sweet adieus they vanish 
As the music dies away. 
In my loved piano at twilight 
I find the magic key 
That opens the mystic portal 
To the land of the past and to be. 
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THE MEASURE OF LOVE. 


rd 
By LUELLA DOWD SMITH. 


ad 


“Oh, what is the measure of love?” she said, 
“Oh, what is the measure of love?” 
“Look when the god of the day has sped 
And count the glittering stars,” he said; 
“Oh, look to the stars above! 
Then come to my heart, my own, my sweet, 
And count my kisses of love,” he said, 
“And know that ever my heart will beat 
For you alone, till the world has sped: 
For my love cannot falter or fail.” 
The mother heard and her cheek was pale: 
She spoke in her loving voice and mild: 
“Though stars may rise and stars may wane, 
The measure of love is pain, my child— 
The measure of love is pain.” 
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IDEALITY. 


Td 
By ANABEL WILSON WATERMAN. 


od 


_At morn, she dreamed of fame, 
And sought to gain a name 


Tn life’s drama, playing a star’s part. 

Some lofty mission to fulfill— 

The world to move, and sway at will;— 
Ambition filled her heart. 


At noon, her note was sealed; 
Love had the way revealed 
Thro’ paths unseen,—her brow with laurels purled; 
The loftiest mission, fullest state— 
None Heaven deigns to make more great— 
For mothers mould the world. 
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GLIDE ON. 


a 


By A. B. ROBINSON. 
od 


How buoyant are the hopes of youth 

With joy and sweetness, passion, truth; 

Their warm veins throb with tides of gladness, 
Their light breasts lodge no cause for sadness, 
Their morning hope—no visions curb their flight, 
In this great world, with boyhood’s fond delights, 
Like mountain rills which swiftly pass along, 
They glide, cheered on by hope and boyhood song. 


Alas! how soon those happy years go by, 

And life, with lurid streaks athwart her sky, 
Waking dim fears within the heart, 

As time draws near to ship on manhood’s gallant bark. 
With sails unfurled, you enter then the tide 

Of manhood—for now you stand upon that side; 

So look oft to your log, as you skim o’er time’s wave 
For life’s noblest work is to do, and be brave. 


Ah! there’s many a reef in the ocean of life 

Where hopes have been shattered; and danger is rife. 
There are visions of folly, which oft fill the soul 

Of ambitious manhood, for him to control. 

But if honor’s pure girdle encompass the heart, 

He is safe from the dangers which follies impart; 
With the hand of discretion all fast on the helm, 
And courage your fulcrum, you’re sure of your realm, 
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THE SIMOON OF DREAMS. 


Fd 
By ADA NENETA RIDINGS. 


& 


I journey where the hot sands beat; 
My mother, where art-thou? 

They blister round my unshod feet, 
They burn upon my brow. 


I wander where the simoon reigns, 
Yes, I am in its path; 

*Tis coming o’er the scorching plains; 
I feel its mighty wrath. 


I grope along the desert way, 
Its hot airs sear my cheek, 


And naught my hastening steps can stay,— 


Oh, whither shall I seek? 


I see, far through the pelting blast 
Fair scenes ne’er viewed before; 

But they recede, they ’scape me fast,— 
They’re ‘false lights on the shore.” 


Ah, me! my brow grows calm; I feel,— 
I see the smiling sun; 

My mother, at thy feet I kneel, 
My fearful dream is done. 
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THE BLIND SINGER. 
a 


By MARY H. HAVENER. 
ad 


The voice was low, yet thrilling sweet, 
I heard it singing day by day 

Where trod my own unwary feet; 
Within the mirage and the clay. 


She sang as ’twere of her lowly needs 
With pathos in the wav’ring tone: 

“Lord, what am I?” the sweet voice pleads, 
“T am not weary, why make moan?” 


Out from the depths, as ’twere, she sang: 
“Lord, tender Shepherd, hear my ery.” 
In trembling notes the echoes rang: 
“To that riven rock, oh, let me hie!” 


Mine own heart caught the pleading strain 
And fearlessly my way I grope 

Thro’ gloom and darkness, toil and pain, 
To find this sightless singer’s hope. 


I said; mine own voice weak and faint, 
“Where I was blind, I now may see; 

This mourning heart, that makes no plaint, 
Hath based her every hope on Thee.” 
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& 
By H PEEBLES DICKINSON. 


ed 


Dar wouldn’t er been dis blasted digin 
Fur de things we spects to ceive, 

No harrow-plows nor uder rigin, 

Ef Adam had er jilted Eve. 


All hones bashlors would er sat 
Mong de trees wid hones chat, 

And talked ob maids and dier luck, : 
Why de sinned and had to wurk. 


And as it is, in dis our day 

Ob hoin corn and reapin hay, 
While all men am sposed to grieve, 
I wush Adam had er jilted Eve. 


No, I’ll quit, ’Mharter balk, 

Fur ef no woman dar’s no talk; 

Man couldn’t lef home fur to breave, 
Ef Adam had er jilted Eve. 
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THE MESSAGE. 


& 


By R. W. CARLETON. 
a 


I stand as one who is dreaming, 
Or lists to a far off song; 
While the sun from the west is streaming, 
‘And the shadows are growing long. 
For out of the vast Forever, 
Through mists o’erhanging the sea, 
There once was a fair-faced messenger, 
Came bearing a message for me. 


She whispered such wonderful stories 
Of scenes on a distant shore,— 
The charms of the clime, and its glories,— 
That I sighed when she told no more. 
She spoke of the endless ages, 
That pass as the moments here;— 
Of the Book and its shining pages, 
And the names that are written there. 


Then my soul, with a passion thrilling, 
Implored if my name were on: 

But smiling, she kissed my forehead, 
And with beck’ning hand was gone. 

But I am ready now for the crossing; 
Iam holding the oars and chain 

Of the boat which the waves are tossing, 
As it floats on the mystic main. 


t 
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Pad 
By S. VAN BUREN BRENT. 


ad 


Hope—that one thing which never dies; 
Hope—with us till the body lies 

In death’s cold embrace forever, 

Cheers us, moves us, fails us never. 


There are no prettier roses, 

No fairer nor sweeter posies, 

Than those that grow about our feet 
And give to us their fragrance sweet. 


But Hope, the power that moves us, 
Directs and charms, for it works thus: 
Pictures to us a new world fair 
Where fadeless flowers scent the air. 


We sigh for wealth and fortune’s fame, 
For power, renown, and a name; 

We all like a tinge of glory, 

The ’plause of swains and seers hoary. 


We crave opportunities new 

And long for other fields to view; 

We dream of unseen stars to light 

Our pathway, of moons fadeless bright. 


Hope—the sweet glowing fire that warms 
Our life-blood, and brightens and charms 
Our very souls; before it dies 

Sorrow, and from it Passion flies. 
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SLAVE AND KING. 


Bad 


By STELLA GILMAN. 


& 


Vain my vows, my self-derision. 
I have looked within thine eyes, 
Flashing shyly ‘cross my vision, 
Soft, and brown, and woman-wise; 
And thy lips,—red gates Elysian,— 
Tempt me still to Paradise. 


Once more the olden thrall is bliss, 
Greater than joy the poets sing, 
Since thou hast welded, with a kiss, 
Chains we ne’er aside may fling. 
And I have giv’n my life for this,— 
Ever to be thy slave, thy king. 
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WINDS AND WAVES. 
a 
By BEN LEDI. 


a 


The winds and waves are singing together— 
Far on the deep is a very fine choir, 

And the moon has peeped from its airy heather, 
And lit up a flame of liquid fire. 


On these gay voices are roving and singing, 
Roving with glee all over the sea; 
Gratefully ocean resounds its ringing, 
For who are so merry and who so free? 


And the moon is winking to the stars and whis- 
pering 
About this merriment far below; 
And the stars are coming and eagerly listening 
- For the musical echoes of their voices low. 


Wu-o0!‘wa-oo! Now they are humming, 
Roving with glee all over the sea. 

The earth in her might cannot stop their flight; 
Oh, who are so merry and who so free? 
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a 
By GRACE BELLE GREENE. 


a 


Wait till the dark clouds in the heavens are parted, 
Until the blue sky again shows its light; 

Until the traveler the road has deserted, 
Into the beautiful slumbers of night. 


Wail till the sweet dream of death is your mansion, 
Until all thoughts of this world have decayed, 
And from this earth the eternal descension 
On the last heavenly step you have made. 


Wait till your labor on earth is ended, 
Till life’s burdens all lie at the feet of your Lord, 
Till the flight of the soul to the blessed Redeemer, 
Returns to sweet rest and eternal reward. 


Ah, wait till your loved ones have gone on before you, 
Gone, yes, forever, and ne’er to return; 

Then you can see whata life you have gone through, 
See all the past in which you were concerned. 
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' A SOUL’S SOLILOQUY. 
oe 
By MARY ST. JOHN. 
ot 


It was the death of General Wheeler’s son, who was 
drowned in the waters off Montauk Point during our late 
war with Spain, that prompted the thought that is ex- 
pressed in the following lines: 


Well, Mother Earth, take back thy portion. 

Let me lay my head upon thy bosom, and let thy 
mantle be my shroud. 

Let the winds sing my requiem, while the flowers 
bend their heads in silence. 

Thou didst say, “Return to me my due; give back 
that that I didst lend to thee.” 

And now that thou hast thy wish supplied, art 
thou satisfied? 

The soul that thou didst hamper with, thy sodden 
clay, no longer groans beneath its burden. 

And so, O Mother Earth, smile on! while this un- 
fettered soul from heights shall revel in its 
victory. 
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THE MAN WITHOUT A HOE. 


Pad 
By NELLIE SPENCER HALL. 
a 


Incapable he roams the universe, 
A target for the slurs and taunts of men; 
With shuffling walk and hanging head he moves 
To find a shelter when and where he can. 
Like some poor beast tamed by a master hand, 
Submissive, humble, tossed about is he; 
Now hither, thither, as mankind dictates, 
Homeless, friendless, a mere nonentity; 
Suffering the tortures of a lost soul damned, 
Torturing those to whom he once was dear; 
By name a man, who labors not nor toils, 
A thing that cares for neither praise nor jeer. 
Where now is that elastic gait of youth? 
Why droops the head that once was held so high, 
That promise gave of future noble deeds? 
What dimmed the light that shone within his eye? 
The frost of world’s contempt has nipped his heart, 
Its cold contagion wraps him like a spread; 
He lives because he cannot die, but life 
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To him is naught. Far better were he dead. 
Time has been ill spent. Ah! ask why so? : 
Because he dared not labor with a hoe. 


Pick up the hoe, thou man of little worth, 
And know the independence in the heart 

Of him who dares to labor with his hands, 
And in life’s little drama play his part. 

What though thy form be bent, thy senses dulled 
To nature’s beauties, science and fine arts? 
Work on! These count as naught with happiness 
Which fills and overflows the toilers’ hearts. 

Work on! let sweet contentment be thy lot. 
Shape with thy hands thy future destiny. 

Greater wilt thou be in thy narrow sphere, 
Than he who holds domain o’er land and sea. 

Pick up the hoe, O man of little worth, 

Hold forth a brave example to all earth. 
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LOVE’S LAST FAREWELL, 


& 


By EMMA C. CHALLAND. 
am 


Dearest wife, remove the pillow, 
And sit here within its place; 
That my head, now grown aweary, 
May rest on your breast a space. 
I must whisper to you, darling, 
Of my love, before I go— 
It may ease the pain of parting, 
Which your loving heart must know. 


Do not think, my own true darling, 
I now go from you for aye: 
I but pass within the portal, 
Of our home just o’er the way. 
Oh, my precious love, my darling, 
Like a silken cord alway 
Still will draw my spirit to you, 
Oft through each succeeding day. 


Fondly I will walk beside you, 
Tho’ by mortal eyes unseen, 
Loving you as now forever; 

Death shall never come between. 
Weep no more, my own heart’s idol, 
Happy be as you have been. 

Joys await us there in Heaven, 
Sweeter far than we have seen. 
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THE MONTH OF JUNE. 


Pd 
By HARRIETT ELEANOR BARTH. 
& 
Dedicated to Dr. Chas. E. Krem!}, 


T love the month of June 
With its beautiful balmy air, 
Bringing the rose so full of beauty 
And the lily so tall and fair; 
Bringing the sweet little violets, 
And pansies of every hue; 
Bringing the bright blue lily bells, 
And the little wild butter-cups, too. 


IT love the month of June 
With its beautiful brilliant skies, 
Bringing the sweet little songsters back 
And the gay little butterflies; 
Bringing the crocuses and the daisies, 
Bringing the crickets and the frogs, 
Who will sing their little melodies 
To us from under the logs. 


I love the month of June, 
I am happy while it is here, 
For I always seem to remember 
It comes but once a year. 
And so I greet it heartily, 
For soon it will depart 
And go running around the world, 
To cheer another heart. 
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“BEYOND THE VEIL.” 
ot : 
By EFFiE SUMNER GREENE. 
vt 


The earthly sorrow, 

_ To which Heaven’s balm; 

Bid us see through tomorrow, 
And all there is calm. 


The Savior’s dear face, 

That smiles tenderly for all, 
Is a paradise flower 

Ever near recall. 


We can tread without fear, 
And dry the sad tear, 

For this loving spirit 

Hovers patiently near. 
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NIAGARA FALLS. 
a 
By G. E. WHITMER. 
we 
Vast, mighty cataract so large! 
Whilst o’er that awful cliff you charge, 


How many ever stop to think 
What caused that fearful, yawning brink? 


While standing at your seething base, 


Your white spray falling in my face, 
The murmurous tones from your roaring side 
Seemed whispering, “Who made these falls so wide? 


“What caused this wide and deep ravine 

In which the waters are so green? 

Was it worn in the rocks, as tradition has said, 
By the river’s rushing, roaring tread?” 


'T was God who made the waterfall, 

The mightiest Builder of us all; 

One touch from His omnipotent hand 
Formed the grandest wonder of this land. 
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OUR LAST FAREWELL. 
& 
By ANNETTE BLACKBURN HASKETT. 


& 


The moment comes to every one 
When life’s great work for them is done, 
And all too soon their course seems run, 
Though incomplete 
This vision fleet. 


Life’s morning sun of golden hue 
Gave none more fair, none more true, 
Than I have ever found in you, 

Yet can I say 

All life is day? 


No, as life’s sun does onward go, 
At times the clouds do dim its glow, 
And night seems surging to and fro; 
Then all is sea 
*Twixt you and me. 


Should I be first, and you be last, 

Life’s burden from my heart to cast, 

Don’t weep, for you life’s noon has passed. 
The days are few, 
If life be true. 


But should the farewell come to me, 
And Death, grim monster, first claim thee, 
My heart would break, while you’d be free; 
That my farewell 
Should be thy knell. 
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SUNSET RAYS. 
ae 
By JENNIE HELMES BLACHART. 
ae 


The sun is setting; gorgeous beams 
Aslant the western sky. 
All nature’s bathed in liquid light; 
Thy beauty gleams in radiance bright 
. O’er mountain peaks, and summit heights, 
Ere darkness wraps in folds of night 
And lures thee from our sight. 


Thy splendor comes to gladden hearts; 

To shower beauty for an hour; 

To brighten up the sufferer’s couch; 
To shed thy colors rich and rare 

O’er all the earth, with mystic touch; 

The One who tints the maiden’s blush 
Has placed thee there. 


Thy beauteous colors, rainbow bright, 
' Peep under russet leaves, and thyme, 
Within the brook to bask and gleam, 
To kiss the harebells with thy light, 
While o’er them all a halo shed, 
Like once in glorious tints o’erspread 
The Christ Child with thy light. 
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EDGAR ALLEN POE. 


& 
By N. SPRINGER YOUNG. 


& 


Let him who heeds when genius sings 
Give ear unto thy trembling lyre; 
Who loveth song will list to say, 

‘““A master hand hath touched the strings.” 


*Tis sad to know when thou wast laid, 
By death’s cold hands, within the tomb, 
That hate and envy strove to cast 

Upon thy name a blighting shade. 


Let him be cursed who stabs at me, 
When in the grave my form shall lie; 
When I’m unable to defend 

From dagger thrusts of calumny. 


Let envy sting herself and die, 
Let palsy strike the sland’rous tongue 
Of him who blackens the fair name 
Of those who in the churchyard lie. 
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CHILDHOOD’S DAY. 


& 
By KATE R. H. 


a 


Come again, O childhood’s days! 
Filled with sunshine’s brightest rays, 
Come to us, we beg, and stay; 
Help to drive sad thoughts away; 

_ Make us, once, a child again! 
Change the Present into Then. 


Everywhere our eyes will turn, 
Memory’s mystic fires will burn; 
Incense, fragrant, made of days 

Full of childish happy ways; 
Restful, peaceful is the thought 
Filled with blessings—lose them not! 


Far away, through years gone by, 
Comes the quaint, sweet lullaby 

Our mother sang: “Oh, hush! bye-oh!” 

O sweetest memory, sad and low, 

Wreathed with love so dear to all, 

Come again at evening fall! 
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ANCHORED IN HEAVEN. 


& 


By ISADORA HOWE SHAW. 
& 


The waves will never dash on me, 

Though around me the billows may roll; 
For my soul is anchored in Heaven, 

That haven of rest for the soul. 


It is only across the bar, 
And the waters so still I see, 

And the hand of my blessed Redeemer, 
Held out and waiting for me. 


Though the tidal wave runs high, 
And the billows around me roll, 

There’s a beacon light in that stormy sky, 
A guide to that home for the soul. 


I would be Thine forever, 
And safe in that haven rest; 
Give me grace to bear my sorrow 
For I know, dear Lord, ’tis best. 
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ASHES OF ROSE. 


am 
By C. ERVEN HEMEON. 


a 


Inscribed to Miss Lilyan Crone 


She was beautiful and fairy, 
And her eyes, a grayish blue, 
Spoke greater depths than oceans, 
As she gazed you on review. 
For there was pictured innocence, 
A woman’s greatest charm, 
Which whispered by her eyes alone, 
Your courage would disarm. 
Her hair was twilight golden; 
The contour of her form 
Wrought chaos there within my heart, 
Where love woke like the dawn— 
Woke from seclusive slumbers, 
The night no more to know,— 
Where shades will never enter, 
And no other love will grow. 
I met her in the ballroom, 
She dropped a rose by chance, 
I picked it up and kept it, 
But now its fiery lance 
Has perished, like the ashes 
Of the twilight sun, again 
Whose brightest gleam has faded, 
To never shine the same. 
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LET US TO THE RESCUE. 
a 
By D..W. MATTHEWS. 


a 


Do you see that man yonder, toiling for his daily bread, 
As along life’s highway he bears his heavy load, 
Sweat-drops standing on his brow, his weary feet like 
lead? 
Oh, he needs kindly aid to help smooth his rugged road. 
He’s our brother, let’s help him. 


Do you hear that moan? From a human heart it comes; 
Days of struggling, nights of watching, all to no avail. 
A loved one departed, life’s faithful race has now been 
run. 
From the depths of human woe to you comes that sad 
wail. 
He needs us, let’s help him. 


Oh, see that young man yonder, as drifting down he goes. 
Good and brave thoughts in his heart and his mind 
he bears. 
But, alas! his course leads to ruin’s awful woes, 
As recklessness like a garment thoughtlessly he wears. 
Let us go and help him. 
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Do you hear the merry laugh of the maiden passing by? 
Life’s hard, stern ways, untried, her thorny paths 
untrod. 
Treacherous pitfalls and quicksands for her in waiting lie, 
sosbey lend a helping hand to win her for right and 
od. 
She’s worth it, let’s help her. 


Do you see those tears that mar the face of sorrow’s 
child; 
And behold the mad waves of the on-rushing tide? 
Oh, give balm to the wounded heart, turn those tears to 
smiles; 
Much pain and suffering a kind word from you may 
hide. 
They are our kin, let’s help them. 


And those poor little orphans thrown on the world’s 
naked arms, 
Not a warm loving heart of kin beneath the broad sky. 
Alone and unloved souls, hung’ring for life’s blessed 
charms, 
As buffeted by fortune heart-sick they raise their cry. 
Come to the rescue, let’s help them. 


Look around you, everywhere crushed and bleeding 
hearts wail. 
The life-wrecker’s wide open gate beckoning them on, 
Howling tempest with the bloodhounds of death on 
their trail. 
Help now, soon it will be too late: death’s work will 
be done. 
Come to the rescue, let’s help them. 


AMERICAN VERSE. 


THE FIRST CHRISTMAS. 


a 


By REBECCA McCREERY. 
Pd 


All is darkness and blackness 
With political commotion, 
Warring and sadness 

And church desolation. 

“The poor, the maimed, 

The halt and the blind,” 
Multitudinous suffering 

On all sides we find. 


The law, written down by the finger of God, 
Under the feet of mortals down trod— 
Deified Lucre and Lust are adored, 
Kstranging mankind 

From the one righteous Lord; 

Woe to the creatures 

Of a sin-cursed earth, 

Better the day of one’s death 

Than his birth. 


But look up and see the dayspring of light! 
Day is now dawning, we see the star bright 
Settling over a manger 

In Bethlehem’s town. 

The Heavenly Prince left Father and throne, 
Angels proclaim it, 

For our sins to atone; 

With praises to God, all Heaven resounds. 
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AMERICAN VERSE. 


FALLING LEAVES, 


a 


By M. DAWES. 
Pd 


Blow, winds, blow! 
A wail of woe. 
The leaves are dying, 
They will soon be flying 
Away from branches bare. 
What care they? 
They are bright and gay. 
In color vying, 
They are glad of dying: 
Ere they die they grow more fair. 


Sigh, soul, sigh! 
All must die, 
Only in human hearts 
Rankle the burning darts 
Of anxious dread. 
Only the human few 
Take on the sombre hue, 
And sob and cry 
When death draws nigh; 
Though to die is to grow more fair. 


AMERICAN VERSE. 


BEHIND THE MISTS. 


Be 
By LENORA LEWIS. 


& 


Oft my mind wanders back to the days long gone by— 
Days now hidden by mists of years; 

When the heart was o’erflowing with sweetness of hope, 
Ere trials came clouded with tears. 

Ah, yes! those days were bright and sunny and sweet. 
Life’s fullness and sweetness and love 

Seemed shining around me, within and above, 
Earth’s blessings seemed rich and complete. 


Time passes along too swiftly, I think, 
As onward it rolls on its way. 

My heart often falters, there’s many a brink 
Lies along my pathway today. 

And still in my pathway ahead I see 
A little glimmering star, 

The same which has led me the long weary way, 
And still seems so distant and far. 


Soon this little star, which has guided my way, 
And beckoned me deludedly on, 

Will fall into darkness, nor will shine there the day, 
Nor silence be broken by song. 

Another life wasted as many are spent, 
Tho’ why it is we cannot tell; 

Only He knoweth best, who has fashioned our course; 
He knows, for He doeth things well. 
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AMERICAN. VERSE. 


A DEPRESSION. 


& 


By JULIA E. DUNBLAZIER. 


a 


A cold, gray moon, where storm-swept clouds are drifting, 
A mystic light that steals along the shore, 

_ And follows, like a swift-winged night-bird bending, 

In bitter haste a. maiden loved no more. 


The sighing winds mourn gloomily around her, 
The pallid stars are growing dimmer still. 

She hears the song of death, as in a stupor 
She turns, its sultry breath her weary soul to fill. 


The dismal night has passed. The sun’s bright rays are 
darting 
Across the stern white face so strange and cold. 
And nothing, save the pulseless clay, remaining 
To tell what cruel deeds one single night enfolds. 


AMERICAN VERSE. 


WITH NATURE. 
Fd 
By ELIZABETH PERRY HOWLAND. 


a 


Deep within the solitude fraught with holiest calm, 

Cheered with wondrous music, sweet the woodland 
charm— 

There where fledgelings linger, there where flowerets 
blush, 

There where over pebbles, forest streamlets rush. 

In this temple holy, shrine of Nature’s praise, 

Fond I am to linger and my thoughts upraise 

To the Artist of this beauty, feel the Spirit-touch 

Of all this thronging life in its completeness fine, 

Of all this wondrous beauty in every curve and line. 

And every note of joy of countless forms of life 

Finds every spot within me with sweet responses rife. 

Vastly dear to me this shaded sweet seclusion, 

And deeply dear to me the vastly fine effusion 

Of all the sweet-voiced songsters that trill their notes 
of joy, 

And tell to me that sweeter songs my powers employ 

The while I walk this earth—that far above my ken 

May sound, through daily act, one glorious, glad Amen. 


AMERICAN VERSE. 


THE FOLD. 


a 


By C. S. MAULDIN. 


& 


There is a fold that’s wider spread 

Than the sparkling dew on nature’s bed,. 
And all mankind that’s cleansed from sin 
By the blood of Christ may enter in. 


O fathers and mothers, by sin defiled, 
Come into this fold with your innocent child, 
And teach it to love the Shepherd old, 


And ever remain in the tender fold; 
Teach it to lisp a word of prayer, 
To the Father of Light who dwelleth there. 


I’m sure He will lend a listening ear 

To the prayer of a child who lives in here; 
For when He was down in the world so wild, 
He took in his arms an innocent child, 

And blest and stroked its golden hair, 

And said, “Of such is My kingdom there.” 


He spake of the realms beyond the grave, 
Where all the pure of the fold are saved, 
Where the crystal sea and streets of gold 
And all inside this beautiful fold; 

Where parents and children all unite, 
And eternal summer spreads its light. 


AMHRICAN VERSE. 


TRIBUTE TO THE SNOW KING. 
Pad 
By WALTER THOMAS COOKE. 


Td 


O emperor, frosty greeting you bring, 
Whitening snowflakes in our faces you fling; 
Brook and river, glen and field, 

All to your cold embrace now yield. 

You cover each glistening window-pane 

With many a queer fantastic train 

Of deep vales, steeples and towers, 

Ferns and lilies, woodland bowers, 

Grim old turrets and castles strong, 

Burst on us like some strange sweet song, 
Telling us of some far land 

Where you dwell, O king, in a castle grand. 
Soft carpets you have of beauteous snow, 
Shimmering pillars and columns of ice there rise, 
Flashing brightly; piercing the eternal skies, 
Whence the white snowflakes fall to earth below, 
Kissing our hands, and face and eyes. 

In our journeys where’er we go, 

Over the sea or on the main, 

All fast locked in your icy chain, 

We ereet you, grim monarch of winter-tide. 

In many a wind you lurking hide, 

Then burst on us before ever we are aware, 
Greeting gay lads and lassies fair. 

Bright eyes and rosy cheeks all tell 

That we love you, O king, both dearly and well. 
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AMERICAN VERSE. 


TO CHARLSIE. 


ed 


By FLORENCE D. YAMBERT. 
& 


O sweetheart, more than all the world to me, 
I wonder if your laughing midnight eyes 
In which the light of Heaven ever lies, 
Can see the tender love I bear for thee— 
As deep, as boundless as the surging sea; 
I wonder, too, if you, in Slumberland, 
F’er dream of one who bends to kiss your hand 
In homage, resting on bended knee. 


I love but you, my winsome baby girl, 

And count my riches in your sunny smile— 
The memory of which, amid the whirl 

Of busy cares, makes living worth the while. 
You must have slipped thro’ pearly gates unseen, 
And Heaven missed one angel face, my queen. 


AMERICAN VERSE. 


FAREWELL, SWEET DREAM. 
7 2 
By FRANK HARTLESS. 


am 


Ah, no! my last sweet dream is o’er: 
I leave thee now and seek my place 
Out in the cold and cruel world; 
And, if it can be, forget thy face. 
Nay, tell me not to be thy friend— 
’T were better that I seek my simple life, 
And what small blessings God shall send 
To cheer me ’long the way of strife. 


Thy life has been so sweetly fair 
With flowers, love and sunshine bright, 
I fear to breath the selfsame air, 
Lest unto thee it bring some blight. 
My life has been one rugged road, 
No flowers of love, no sunny smiles; 
So burdensome seemed my heavy load, 
Till thou didst cheer me for a while. 


Nor dare I tell thee of my love— 
Ah, no! ’twere better that I go my way, 
’T were better that the wider world I rove 
And only dream of this sweet day. 
Farewell, sweet dream, so quickly o’er; 
My path’s too rough for thee to tread; 
Thou cam’st to me, but art no more, 
And as I drift I'll think thee dead. 
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AMERICAN VERSE. 


THE GOLDEN SUNSET. 


od 


By MRS. IDA A. GASKILL. 
& 


In the tree-tops casting shadows 
All fantastic, grand and gay, 
Resting sweetly as if weary, 
From the labors of the day, 
Hung old Sol in all his beauty; 
* Smiling, blinking far and near; 
Through the valley, o’er the mountain 
Greeting all with rays of cheer. 


> 


As we gazed upon his brightness, 
Who to us is light by day, 
Contemplated all the ages 
He had traveled this same way, 
Then we knew why the Creator, 
When His mighty work was done, 
Named the planets in their order, 
Christening this one for his Son. 


And its greatness we acknowledge, 
All its power and influence see; 
Causing all the earth to blossom, 
Vegetation, flower and tree. 
But it from our sight has faded, 
Dipped beneath the ocean blue; 
Leaving only golden memories, 
In its path so old, yet new. 
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AMERICAN VERSE. 


A MIDSUMMER’S DREAM. 


a 


By BYRON MILLER. 
Bad 


I saw thee once—’twas years ago: 
Clad all in white upon a violet bed. 
The full orbed moon shot forth a silvery glow 
Which seemed to weave a halo about thy head. 
I paused before the garden gate 
Breathing the incense of the slumbering rose, 
And feasting my eyes on thy form sedate, 
Watched thee in thy sweet repose. 


The night winds rustled the leaves above, 
White clouds in drifts were passing over; 
The flowers were dreaming of light and love, 
And dew-drops glistened on leaves of clover. 
The world all slept, no footstep stirred; 
The garden was undisturbed save thee and me; 
The nightingale inclined its head and heard 
From thy lips sweetest notes of ecstacy. 


Then thou, a ghost, didst glide away, 
A spirit amid the entombing trees; 
Only thy eyes remained. They stay, 
They never yet have gone; their gentle gaze 
Seemed to light my lone pathway home that night. 
They follow me, they lead me through the years; 
I follow them. Their glorious light 
Seems sweetly to calm my hopes and fears. 
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AMEHRICAN VERSE. 


ABANDONED. 
ae 
By W. ROSS NEWMAN. 


a 


It stands by the roadside alone, all covered with moss so 
brown, 

With ancient brick chimney aslant, and grey roof BOD; 
ing down; 

The old bell above i is broken now; its tower seems He 
graced, 

And by the jack knife’s carving rude is here and there 


defaced. 


The briers and thistles are growing, we notice as we pass, 
Over the doorway and through the panes long bereft of 


glass. 
No more can the childish shouts be heard upon the 


school house green, 
For silence hovers now o’er all, and no one can be seen. 


Farther and farther from the scene each child now strays 
unwearied, 
With the years old age comes on, with joy and sorrow 


varied; 
But never will they be found in each other to confide, 
As when children playing on the green by the old road- 
side. 


AMERICAN VERSE. 


THE WATER SPRITES. 


& 


By MRS. J. K. Y. 


am 


The watersprites bright 
In their wild delight, 
In revels so wild and gay; 
Near the sparkling sand, 
Like a fairy band, 
At twilight the watersprites play. 


On the waves they float, 
A shell for a boat, 
Their voices gleefully ring; 
Echoes far and near 
Ring out sharp and clear, 
As o’er the bright waves they sing. 


Amid scenes so gay, 
Forever Id stay, 

With them I would like to dwell; 
And there by their side, 
On the rippling tide, 

Tales of love to the sprite tell. 


AMERICAN VERSE. 


FLOATING DOWN THE RIVER. 


a 


By LYDIA F. ANGNEY. 


a 


Floating down the river’ 
In sober autumn time; 

Musing o’er the heart dreams 
Left so far behind; 

Gazing on the surges 
Dashing wild and free, 

To break upon the borders 
Of rocky destiny. 


Is it but a fancy, 
That all my efforts seem 
Destined to be scattered 
Like surges of the stream? 
Though hoping still and struggling 
With all my might and main, 
How oft I’m thrown upon the brink, 
To fumble back again. 


Still I’m floating onward 
Toward the great blue sea, 

And little heed I though the winds 
‘Are rough as rough can be, 

For when out through the golden gate 
My little bark shall glide, 

I know the Pilot will be there 

To take me o’er the tide. 
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AMERICAN VERSE. 


A WARNING. 


& 
By PEARL U. DAVIS. 


& 


Somewhere at a small home-stead 
A dear son was leaving, 

Hearing his stern father’s curse 
And his mother’s pleading. 

Only 4 small wrong he has done— 
His father points to the door; 

And as he passes the threshold 
His mother falls to the floor. 

Over the lonely fields the young man is tramp- 

ing 

Toward a distant town; 

His lips are white, his steps are slow, 
His face toward the ground. 


REFRAIN: 


O, father, why not forgive your son, 
Why be so stern? 

Children cannot do always right: 
Youths must learn. 

Heaven looks down upon you, 
Sees what you have done: 

Be careful that your own curse 
Falls not upon your son. 


AMERICAN VERSE. 


In a horrid gambling hell 
Stern faces are scheming. 

Under the flashing lights 
Money is gleaming. 

To the right a young man is sitting, 
His face haggard and bland. 

His last piece of gold is lying 
Within his hand; 

And now his last game is progressing,— 
The room is deathly still, 

And now the game is ended—Heavens! 
Can bad luck kill? 


REFRAIN: 


Tell not the dear old woman now, 
For she is dying. : 

Make not the coverlids of thorns 
Where she is lying. 

Whisper it beneath your breath, 
But speak it not aloud, 

That her young son has trod the path 
Against his God. 


AMERICAN VERSE. 


Out in a darkened street 
A young man is walking, 

His white lips now are gravely stern, 
His thoughts are balking. 

His sight gives way, he trips and falls 
Murmurs a word:— 

A rushing cab goes over him— 
“Forgive me, Lord!” 

Gay laughter floats upon the air 
So near him. 

But now his eyes in death are closed— 
The sound is dim. 


REFRAIN; 


Oh! bury him beside his mother, 
By that lonely mound. 

Put sweet flowers above their graves: 
Their love is bound. 

Let rich grasses grow over them, 
And the sun shine warm, 

Let small birds sing near them, 
And daisies swarm. 


AMERICAN VERSE. 


WAITING. 


a 


By OLIVER PERRY MANLOVE. 


Bad 


The shadows were falling, the twilight was dim, 
She stood by the gate and waited for him; 

Her life was aweary, her heart was sore, 

For many a time she had waited before—- 


Waited and watched, and hoped in vain, 

Through long, dreary hours of blinding pain. 

He said, “I will come when the flowers are in bloom, 
And now they were faded, and shrouded in gloom. 
She turned to the west and lingeringly gazed 
Where lately the sun’s warm light had blazed. 
The breath of the opal was still floating there, 
That rose from the sun’s red heart on the air, 

But far away in the distant view, 

The dusky eyes of the night peep through, 

And slowly and sadly she turns away, 

With a tear stained face that is ashen and gray 


” 


AMERICAN VERSE. 


WILL YOU LOVE ME THEN AS NOW? 


ad 


By LOTTIE A. SEYMOUR. 
a 


May I walk beside you, darling, 
Down the weary road of life? 
Will you share my humble station, 

Will you be my own sweet wife? 


Will you share both joy and sorrow, 
Will you love me then as now 

When my eyes have lost their brightness 
And deep furrows on my brow? 

Will your heart remain the same, dear, 
Will you love me then as now? 


With much joy I wait your answer, 
For I know your heart is true; 

I can only gaze in rapture 
In those violet eyes of blue. 

Yes, I hear you, darling, answer, 
And I have your promise now— 
If we live when years have vanished 
You will love me then, as now. 


AMERICAN VERSE. 


MY FAREWELL TO SUMMER. 
& 
By MARY BURTON. 


a 


Fair Summer, why such hurry, such haste to slip away? 

A little longer tarry, a little longer stay. 

For too fervid kiss of sunbeam we have neither dread or 
care, 

Aurora’s glistening dewdrops temper the heated air. 

Purple and golden clusters hang from each clinging vine, 

The blush of peach and apple through orchard branches 
shine; 

And in our garden borders, where erst fair Flora’s gems 

Scattered sweet scented breathings from their uprearing 
stems, 

Here and there is found a blossom which would linger- 
ingly stay, 

Though dead friends with ghostly finger should beckon 
them away. 

And those who wandered with us in the far off sweet 
Springtime, 

Whose free rich blood now waters soil of another clime, 

Whom dread Mars hath snatched from us, leaving us 
sad and lone, 

To dream of the joys so fleeting, the joys that now are 

one— 

Where are they? None can tell. 

Then since flowers and friends have vanished, 

Gay, glad Summer, fare thee well. 


AMERICAN VERSE. 


THE DEAD HERO. 


A Color-Bearer, 
Bd 
By MARY T. AIMAR. 


a 


On his breast tenderly lay the roses red, 
Emblematic of his blood which has been shed. 
Gently entwine in his hands the lilies white, 
Typical of his life—he who fought for the right. 
At his feet kindly put the violets blue, 

Symbolic of his love, which was ever true. 
Within his coffin, o’er a heart so brave, 

Place the banner which he never more will wave. 
Upon his tomb strew flowers, red, white, and blue, 
His nation’s colors—’tis all that friends can do. 


AMERICAN VERSE. 


LOVELY LITTLE RAINDROPS. 


ae 


By PETTY THISTLEDOWN. 
Fd 


Dark the clouds, and low they hung o’er tree and hill; 
’Twas June, the rose bloomed sweet beside the door; 
The raindrops danced like gems upon the sill, 

Softly the breezes fanned the brow, then swept the moor. 


We heard the hum of busy honey bees; 

Our promised fruit hung richly on the trees, 

The air was laden with the perfume of the flowers; 
And birds exulting sang ’mid leafy bowers. 


We stood beside the pane and watched the gentle fall— 
Sister so like me, though I was not so tall— 

Dropping from the shrubs, or dancing in the pools; 
And wished the clouds would still their gentle flood. 


We saw them dash and fall beneath the maple trees, 
And fresh upon our temples felt the breeze 

That bore the breath of lilies as they swayed 

O’er the path to the door, where the raindrops played. 


AMERICAN VERSE, 


THE ORCHID. 


& 


By CLARA ELIZABETH REWEY. 
a 


"Tis not because I’m the fairest flower 
In all the world’s array, 

That the pomp and pride of earth should bring 
Homage to me today. 


There are roses red and roses white, 
That England loves for aye, 
And the fleur-de-lis of sunny France, 
Where the world is ever gay. 


There’s the edelweiss, by eyrie crests, 
On Alpine heights of snow; 

And lilies sweet, in valleys deep, 
In Italy’s realm, I know. 


There are starry gems of lotus blooms, 
By Egypt’s wondrous streams; 
And blood-red drowsy poppy fields 
In the Spanish land of dreams. 


So it is not use nor beauty quite, 
Why I’m the love of the hour, 

But kings and queens bring homage to me 

Because I am the oddest flower. 


AMERICAN VERSE. 


A FELLOW AND I. 


& 


By CARROL WESLEY SMITH. 


ad 


My! if we should a tale unfold, 
A fellow and I, 

People we know and things they’ve told, 
Gossip we’ve heard fly, 

Things they’d done, battles they’d won, 

Things they meant to do by and by, 

Things they couldn’t do if they’d try— 

How they’d talk and how they’d lie! 


Of an afternoon they’d sit at tea, 
With this fellow and I; 
Of all the sights ’twas one to see, 
When tales began to fly; 
A sewing circle on charity bent— 
Of course they all had good intent— 
But when they began, whatever they meant, 
The Lord only knows where charity went! 


When at last they rose, declared ’twas through, 
They always consumed an hour or two 
In saying goodbye. 
Sometimes we were pleased, sometimes not; 
They’d gossip of us, when others forgot; 
Then one of us puffed and waxed red hot, 
A bowl of sweet and a brown teapot, 
This fellow and I. 


AMERICAN VERSE. 


LOVE’S MYSTERY. 


& 


By BLANCHE WILKINSON. 
Ba 


Beneath the silvery stars I wait 

My lover. Will he be late? 

Tis a sin, but who could blame, 

Who dare to lift the finger of shame? 
At this—Love’s Mystery. 


Ah, he comes! I feel his touch, 

His whisper—lI love you, oh, so much! 

But mine you can never be, 

Though I wait years and years for thee: 
Wrapped in Love’s Mystery. 


But I love you more than words can tell, 

Your love to me is Heaven or Hell. 

Earth holds no life, no charms, 

No gleam of happiness outside of your arms, 
In Love’s Mystery. 


I leave thee forever. Can you not see 

Yow’re wrecking my very life for me? 

My life! my love! who can tell, 

But your love will lead my soul to Hell? 
Goodbye, .Love’s Mystery. 


AMERICAN VERSE. 


CHRISTMAS MORNING. 


An Acrostic. 


ad 


By JAMES M. O’SULLIVAN. 
a 


Christmas morning, what a joyous time! 
Hearing the church bells chime; 

Right merrily they should ring 

In praise of God, our King; 

Savior in a manger as a child! 

Talking with eyes so sweet and mild; 
Making wise men and kings 

Adore Him, and before Him fall; 
Saluting Him one and all. 


Merrily the Christmas morn passes, 

Oh! what a joyous day for lads and lasses; 

Right pretty is the Christmas tree, 

Nothing can please the little ones more, 

In every land trees are dressed as of yore; 

Nothing can please little children better, 
“Good will to men,” and peace is a good letter. 


AMERICAN VERSE. 


THE DAYS OF MUD PIES. 


a 


By MAGGIE A. PULVER. 
Bad 


A barefooted lassie light hearted and free, 

Far back in the distance of years I can see. 

Not a care in her heart, not a cloud in her skies, 
As she mixes and fashions her little mud pies. 


What matter if cheeks are all freckled and tanned? 
Her costume is very artistically planned: 

Wild flowers of every description comprise 

Her array as she fashions her little mud pies. 


No queen on her throne is so happy, I know, 

For she sings like a lark as she mixes her dough, 
And the little brown loaves she sets back to rise, 
As she rolls out and fashions her dainty mud pies. 


I pause and look back, and it seems like a dream; 
My childhood has floated away on life’s stream; 
How simple it looks, I am filled with surprise 
That I could be so happy just making mud pies. 


My mirror reflects a face careworn today, 

And the locks once so brown are now sprinkled with 
gray, 

Can it be the same? Oh, how swiftly time flies! 

How short seem the years since the days of mud pies! 


AMERICAN VERSE. 


THE SONG. 


a 


By MRS. M. PICKERING. 


a 


Sing it, darling, soft and low, 
That old, old song of long ago, 
As once you sang at close of day 
When sunny gleams had sunk away, 
And day was done 
And night begun, 
With its shadowy bliss 
Of dew-gemmed kiss. 


Yes, sing it, dear, as you did of yore, 
While sitting on the pebbly shore, 
And little birdlings in their nest 
Had sunk into their peaceful rest; 

While love’s bright spell 

In roseate beauty fell, 

Fore’er so wondrous sweet, 

Of joy and rest complete. 


Oh, breathe it soft as an angel’s prayer, 
While bending o’er a loved one fair; 
Or when with trembling lips we press 
Some dear one in a last caress; 
As watching through the night, 
For that blest dawning light, 
Which brings surcease of sorrow 
Within Heaven’s bright tomorrow. 
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AMERICAN VERSE. 


LIGHT. - 
& 
By. CHAS:.H. JONES. 
Pd 


The light of love can only shine 
In hearts deserving of its rays, 
And at blest virtue’s holy shrine 
The angels give it greatest praise. 


The light of truth doth ever shine 
Throughout creation’s mighty space, 

It is sweet Heaven’s highway sign 
Placed there to guide the human race. 


The light of knowlege surely shines 
In active minds and weighted brains, 
Within exist thought’s precious mines, 
Whose glare of wisdom never wanes. 


The light of worth doth brightly gleam 

In lamp of power, wealth and fame, 
That glistens profit’s wavy stream, 

While pleasure feeds its welcome flame. 


The light of genius gently glows 
In glossy embers of best thought, 
Whose dazzling jets e’er aptly grow 
Fit for the master who hath wrought. 


The light of “American Verse,” 

In thoughts that breathe and words that burn, 
Will ever blaze in sparks that nurse 

A flame that none can ever spurn. 
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AMERICA NIV ERS E.. 


AFFLICTION. 
ze 
‘By JOSEPHINE BROWN. 
J 


“To stand by the bed of a loved one, 

To hear the faint breath come and go, 

To see the dear eyes become death-dimmed, 
Is surely life’s bitterest woe! 

“OQ God!” we cry in our anguish, 
“Not one ray of light can we see, 

Save for death’s comforting angel, 
Who comes for brief moments from Thee!” 


The duties of life recall us, 
Unreal seem the paths we tread, 
Our thoughts are not with the living, 
We yearn and mourn for the dead. 
Tis said, ‘In time there is healing,” 
When the keen edge of sorrow grows dull, 
But to hearts now so crushed and bleeding, 
The future of misery looks full. 


Sad, stricken ones, take courage, 
God’s ways are not always our own. 
Trust Him, though life’s hopeless, dreary, 
And affliction’s cause you.will be shown. 
No matter what grief or what sorrow 
In life’s pilgrimage we may endure, 
By sustaining faith, prayer, work and patience, 
Come peace, and His promises sure. 
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AMERICAN VERSE. 


A CHOICE. 
a 
By ANNA HEBERTON EWING. 


a 


Would’st wander where the slopes are green 
With waving spears of grass that bow 
At thy approach; 
Where fireflies radiant make the scene, 
And twilight sets a screen between 
Those who encroach; 
Or would’st thou linger by the sea 
Where sand and spray unite to greet 
Thy restful gaze; 
Where thou hast made a unity 
Between what 7s and what must be 
In someone’s ways? 


Which would I? Art thou asking me? 
Then answer I: ’Tis gladsome, sweet, 
Near wood and sea; 
Where ocean zephyrs toss thy lace, 
Or boughs of green o’ershade the place— 
Where’er thou be! 
But pass that. If my words have led 
Thee to an hour of rest or cheer, 
Then, heart, rest still; 
For naught in life’s tumultuous day 
Can e’er be done but in one way— 


By His will. 


AMERICAN VERSE. 


SABBATH EVE. 
& 
By CARRIE HANNA SMITH. 


a 


Through the window, open wide, 
Poured the moonlight’s silver tide; 
Adding to the hush, pale glory, 
While we sang the olden story. 


Children’s voices sweetly vied: 
“Hide me, O my Savior, hide, 
- "Till the storm of life is past; 
Oh, receive my soul at last!” 


Father’s hand was on the bow, 
Softly swept the strings, and low; 
Heaven’s tones seemed very near, 
In that childish treble clear! 


In that Sabbath never ending, 
Where angelic harps are blending, 
Grant, O Lord, no voice we miss, 
From the choir of Heaven’s bliss. 


AMERICAN VERSE. 


A CAPRICE. 


a 


By HULDA H. WERTH. 
Pad 


A meeting of two guileless souls 
By rustic bridge, from distant poles; 
—Oh, were’t but I and Sue! 


A glance so shy, yet volumes breaks 
In answer to the gaze that wakes; 
—O lads, that makes me blue! 


A blush suffuses rounded cheek, 
Two eyelids droop, so quick, so meek; 
—Ah! that sign we know well! 


A tender pressure of the hands; 
Why should this warrant lasting bands? 
—Ah! ye who know, pray tell! 


A sigh escapes the parted lips, 
As conscious grow the finger tips; 
—Ho! danger there ahead! 


A rapture all sublime, oh, bliss! 
What’s that? I’d swear it was a ——! 
“Ma wants you, pa,” she said. 


AMERICAN VERSE. 


THE PAST AND THEE. 
a 
re 


Like the tones of a sweet eolian 
Borne on the breath of the night, 
Like soft rich music floating 
O’er the waters at twilight, 
A voice seems wafted ever 
From the far away to me, 
And its melody ceaseth never 
For it tells of the past and thee. 


Oft a dream of ethereal beauty 
Floats over my soul like light, 
And thine eyes shine out upon me 
From the mists of the sweet twilight; 
And while ’neath the stars I ponder, 
Away from the present I flee, 
And once more I seem to wander 
Back to the past and thee. 


Like a star, the bright heavens adorning, 
Thy presence was ever to me; 
And memory, at night and at morning, 
Sees it shining wherever I be; 
No dream of the soul can be purer, 
No thought from vile passion more free 
Than this that is with me ever— 
That breathes of the past and thee. 
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AMERICAN VERSE. 


QUEEN OF THE CASTLE. 


ad 


By WALTER THOMAS COOKE. 
am 


Sometimes my heart grows weary of its life, 
Sometimes my heart grows weary of the strife, 

And when the stars flood on earth their magical light 
Sometimes their rays pierce not my darkened night. 


Sometimes my heart aches with an endless pain, 
Sometimes my heart longs to be free again, 

For I love with a love that will not die 

A fair young girl o’er whom I softly sigh. 


She has a wealth of glorious brown hair, 

The soft flush of youth glows on her cheeks so fair, 
Her teeth are like pearls of the deep blue sea, 

Her eyes gleam tender, true and lovingly. 


But I may crown her with a bridal wraith 
For my castle stands on the hill of faith, 
And o’er the castle she’ll reign supreme, 
My darling sweetheart, my own true queen. 


AMERICAN VERSE. 


TWO GRAVES. 


& 


By L. M. TRUESDAIL. 
ad 


Two little hands and two little feet, 

Two little eyes are fast asleep; 

A mount of grass is risen above 

The grave which holds the babe I love. 
Just breathing once with open eyes, 

The look she gave seemed wondrous wise— 
Closed them again, never to wake; 

My tears fall fast for baby’s sake. 


So sweet, such eyes of heavenly blue; 

No cloud in my heart I ever knew; : 

I dreamed sweet dreams, that my darling pet 
Would play with my boy a baby yet; 

These violets I'll plant with tender care 

On the grave of my babe, oh, so fair; 

My tears fall fast where baby lies, 

But what did she say with those wonder eyes? 


Another heart in a foreign land 

Making a grave in a lonely land, 

To bury the hopes of long, long years, 

Of silent griefs and unshed tears; 

With heart bowed down exhales a sigh, 
Her cup is full with the bitter cry: 

“Tf *twere only a babe, then I might weep 
My tears of love, while my vigil keep.” 
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AMERICAN VERSE. 


“LET THE OLD HOUSE STAND.” 
Se 
By MARY CHAMBERS BROWN. 
a 


They tell.me they’ve torn the old cottage down, 
The old home in which I was-born; 

Which many bright recollections 

~ Of the days of my childhood adorn. 

In each room of that dear old cottage 
Loved faces I fancy Isee; ~ 

And I feel as if some dear old friend. 
Had been ruthlessly torn from me. 


The yard and the flowers that grew in it, 
Every shrub, every shade tree, and nook, 

Is to me like some dear old poem 
Read from a timeworn book; 

The spring-path down through the orchard ,— 
Dear father planted the trees: 

It was I who held the little twigs straight, 
While my hands would almost freeze. 


AMERICAN ‘VERSE. 


The grape vine that covered the springhouse, 
The grove of maples below; 
I see them as if it was yesterday, 
Yet ’twas long, long years ago. 
The room of my dear sainted mother, 
The pictures that hung on the wall; 
The old armchair in which she last sat, 
The old faded footstool, and all. 


The old clock that ticked on the mantel, 
The peach tree that shaded the door; 

Which mother’s dear hand had planted, 
In days long gone before. 

And I still see the old family Bible, 
With the record that mother wrote 

Of births and deaths of the children; 
And on one fly leaf a note: 


AMERICAN VERSE. 


“This book is for darling Alfred, 
As soon as mother died.” 
But he was the first to follow, 
And now they are side by side. 
But spare the dear old cottage, 
Ere long we shall all be gone; 
Then build the modern mansion— 
Till then, let the old house alone. 


It was there I spent my childhood, 
With all of its joy and care; 

And cords which can never be broken, 
Were twined around loved ones there. 

There I lived all my life till a woman, 
And there I became a bride; 

But the sweet was mixed with the bitter, 
For there dear mother died! 

From there, too, father was taken— 
That left a sad gap in the band; 

But while there is one left living, 

Oh, let the old house stand! 


AMERICAN VERSE. 


ALONE. 


Bd 


By ED WENTWORTH. 
Pad 


Thou hast left me worn and weary 
In this world of grief and care, 

All the sky is dark and dreary, 
Not a rift in the dull gray air. 


Thou hast left me sad and weeping 
*Mid the darkest shades of night, 

While I’m ever waiting, watching 
For the dear one lost to sight. 


Can you, in the realm of light, 

Forget the years you loved and cherished? 
Is there no gleam of memory bright 

To wake the joys so quickly perished? 


Sometimes, ’mid the gloom of night, 
Fancy lures the mind along, 

With the thought that human sight 
Can pierce the clouds of golden dawn; 


Can hear the voice to heart so dear 
Whispering words of love and cheer, 
Watching, guarding, guiding ever 
To the home of God the Father. 


AMERICAN VERSE. 


ENVOYS OF JUNE. 


Pd 
By S. VIRGINIA LEVIS. 


a 


Glad June sends a message, a dear and fond message, 
As sweet as ’tis old;—oh! as new as ’tis sweet! 

Hear the blithe feathered heralds in ecstacy trilling, 
With tenderest cadence the tidings repeat! 


Then hark to the brooklet! It, too, tells the story, 
While listening ferns raise their lace-burdened fronds. 
To retell the message the young grasses tremble, 
As though the mad wind-sprites waved millions of 
wands. 


But can you not guess blushing June’s favorite envoy? 
Ah, neither the butterfly—neither the dove | 

Can herald the message like roses, red roses! 
Whose warm hearts so subtly are breathing forth love! 


AMERICAN VERSE. 


CLOUD FIGURES. 


a 


By CLAYTON R. WISE. 


Pad 


I have often lain in the pleasant shade, 
On a breezy summer day, 

And watch the clouds, as they move and change, 
In their seemingly joyous play. 

I have seen great castles with moats and walls, 
As if to repulse a foe; 

And, sometimes, I’ve fancied I saw the face 

Of a maiden I used to know. 


I have watched the passing of angels bright 
Through the infinite depths of blue, 

And dragons fierce, fighting armoured knights, 
Come floating upon my view; 

But e’en as I gazed on their sculptured forms 
The vision began to wane, 

And an angel changed to a demon dark, 

While the castle I sought in vain. 


Just so I gaze into life’s blue sky, 
And I see my hopes and dreams 

Fade, as the angel and the castle did, 

And the face of the maiden in mist is hid, 

And nothing is what it seems. 


AMHRICAN VERSE. 


TO MY OLD SETH THOMAS CLOCK. 


a 


By H. H. DeWOLF. 
Aged 73. 


a 


I have wound you, old clock, for many years. 
Through sunshine and shade, through smiles and tears; 
And followed the rules old Seth laid down 

When he started you out from Yankee town. 

But now, old friend, they say you must go, 

You are getting old and stupid and slow; 

Another must sit on your time honored seat— 

One with polish and tinsel and gilded feet. 


But the clanging chime of this noter of time © 
Is not music compared with thine 

Not half so sweet as the tones I greet 

From the days of Auld Lang Syne. 


You have never yet hid your face with your hands 
In shame for what you have done or seen; 

Which cannot be said of each one who commands 
The applause of the world, I ween. 


You sang glad songs when the little ones came; 
You repeated them when they wed. 

You did your part in life’s great game, 

And you tolled the sad dirge of my dead. 


Nearer and dearer you seem to me 

As the years move slowly on; 

And your image I'll see through eternity, 
When Time to oblivion has gone. 
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AMERICAN VERSE. 


MEMORIES. 
ae 
By DORA ROSE WARE. 


ed 


A lime-cliff overhead, o’erhanging grimly, 
A dash of sunlight on its crest of snow, 
The white line of breakers stretching dimly 
Along the narrow sea beach down below. 


The measured plash of surf upon the shingle, 
The ceaseless gurgle through the rocks and stone, 
No sound of struggling human life to mingle | 
With those mysterious and solemn tones. 


The dying sunbeams on the far waves glinting 
Come like warm kisses to my lips and brow, 
Soothing my spirit, all its gray thoughts tinting 

With tender shades of golden color now. 


And as I sit the fretting cares and sorrows, 
Weighing so heavy when the work is done, 

The gloomy yesterdays and dim tomorrows, 
They slip away and vanish one by one. 


AMERICAN VERSE. 


THE RHYTHM OF THE PRAIRIE WIND. 


od 


By FLORA HAZELTON BAILEY. 


ad 


Breathing in musical cadence, 
Sweetly and solemnly slow; 
Whispering, sighing or wailing, 

Softly and tenderly low,— 
Rhythmical wind of the prairie, 

Singing of dell and of fay, 
Mountain and forest and river— 

Singing and floating away! 


Waileth the wind in its sorrow, 
Playing the mystical lyre; 
Trilling in pitiful measures, 
Swelling the notes of its ire. 
Wilder, more loud! And the lyric, 
Sobbing aloud in its pain, 
Thrilling the earth with its power, 
Trembles in furious strain. 


Louder the wind in its fury! 
Fiercer the turbulent strife! 
Waking, in rhythmic pulsations, 
Passionate throbbings of life. 
Crying of heartache and anguish 
Wildly—then sadly and slow, 
Sinking to whisperings—softly, 

Lovingly, tenderly, low. 
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AMERICAN VERSE. 


IN INDIAN SUMMER. 
ae 
By ANNIE COWAN SANGSTER. 


a 


All balmy the air is, and quiet and sweet; 
The late summer sunlight falls golden and mellow, 
Just glinting the birds skimming swiftly and fleet 
Across the wide stubble fields, russet and yellow. 


The rose-cups gleam scarlet along the wild hedge 

That borders the path through the long tangled grasses; 
And purple the grapes at the outermost edge, 
- Where clamber the wild vines in autumn-hued masses. 


A bird in the hollow calls soft to its mate; 
A mischievous squirrel peers up in our faces; 
While blossoming sweetly, though lingering late, 
Stray flowers peep shyly from out hidden places. 


More golden the light glows above the far hills; 
A haze amethystine creeps up through the meadows; 
While sweeter the peace that the fair landscape fills, 
The sunset and silence and night’s restful shadows. 


AMERICAN VERSE. 


HIGH AIMS. 


& 
By BELLE H. JONES. 


& 


The world’s advancing every day, 


Keep pace; 
Hold your footing firm, and press on 
To win the race. 


What men have done men still can do, 
Brave deeds; 

There’s naught more brave than to supply 
Your neighbors’ needs. 


Let “Excelsior!” your motto be, 
Aim high; 

Not satisfied with lesser things, 
Pass them by. 


Man in God’s image made, 
Perfect mould; 

Would ye fall short of such a cast, 
Molten gold? 


“Be ye therefore perfect.” That command 
Comes to all; 
Nor less, nor more, ye dare not be 
Since man’s fall. 


Not satisfied with this lower world, 
Look above; - 

Only content in Eternity to rest, 
In God’s love. 
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AMERICAN VERSE. 


MY YESTERDAY. 


Fd 


By MINNIE ANITA WILLIAMS. 


Bad 


A bounteous day ;— 
Of raindrops falling and the sunlight gleaming, 
Of honest endeavor and careless seeming, 
Of earnest desire and-of idle dreaming; 
But though Memory holds it, 
And tenderly enfolds it, 
In its shadowy grave lies my yesterday. 


It has been reborn;— 
The sun-kissed day from love’s chalice is drinking, 
Withered leaves and blooming flower it is linking, 
But in the moonlight hours it will be sinking— 
Though the heart would stay it, 
And entreat to delay it, 
Into the waiting arms of my yesterday. 


It will live again ;— 
In the mystic tide which is onward flowing, 
In the mirage upon its vapor showing, 
In all the waiting, and coming, and going; 
For, when breath shall leave it, 
And the Giver receive it, 
Life will then be reviewed as—my yesterday. 


AMERICAN VERSE. 


A LONGING FOR THE WOODS, 


& 
By EFFIE WALLER. 


a 


Oh, I long to be, to be away 
From the city’s crowded streets today, 
From its constant clamor and constant din, 
Its care, its strife and its awful sin. 


Oh, to be in the woodland cool, 

Oh, for a bath in the fern-fringed pool, 
Oh, for the singing of wild-birds sweet, 
My tired music-loving ears to greet. 


Oh, to rest and muse on some old stone 
With mosses and lichens overgrown, 
Where no one would ever dare intrude 
To break my silent solitude. 


Oh, for a walk in a darkened glen, of 
Where the sun’s hot rays have never been, 
Where wood-doves softly croon and coo 

To their love mates the summer day through. 


Where in bright sprays the water falls o’er 
A precipice high, devoid of roar; 

Where wild flowers blow and Dryads dwell: 
Sure such a scene has power to quell 


This tired feeling of restlessness, 

Of pain, of sorrow and wretchedness: 
For I’m sick of the city’s dust and heat; 
I long for the woodland cool and sweet. 


88 
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THE WINTER WINDS. 


& 


By IRVING B. HOLMAN. 
Bad 


Moan, moan, moan, 
O wind of the wintry deep, 
Over the cold white hills of death, 
Where the coffined bosoms sleep. 


Croon o’er the day of the dreamy yore 
For the hearts beneath life’s sea; 
Mingle thy tone with the dismal moan 

That arises from humanity. 


Sigh with our secret hopes that broke 
At the close of the summer sky; 

Mingle thy tone with the stifled groan 
Of the broken heart’s reply. 


Over youth’s years tonight my dreams 
Rush back to the starless past, 

But plead, like the winds, at unopened doors, 
And weary-grown, die at last. 


Moan, moan, moan, 
Bleak winds of sorrow, whose cry 
Thro’ the willows and mosses-that sweep the 
dressed grave, 
Under the dome of a cold gray sky, 
Weeps with my heart like an orphan lone; 
For Ellen lies buried under yon stone. 


AMERICAN VERSE. 


THE HEART’S COMPLAINT. 
ae 
By MARY HART STRIBLING. 


Td 


O Time! Thy visage drear 

And ruthless scythe we fear, 
Rushing past; 

On pinions swift as light 

Thou bearest from our sight 
H’en our last. 


Hast thou a heart of stone? 
Dost not thy spirit groan 
O’er the waste 
Thy swath makes ’long the way 
(Where erst our treasures lay) 
In thy haste? 


When we thy pace would stay, 
Thou speedest on the way 
To sorrow: 
And when we’d have thee fly 
Thou tersely dost reply: 
“Tomorrow.” 
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O heedless mystic sire! 
Thou sowest evils dire 
Far and wide. 

Thou carest not a jot 
How awful be our lot— 
What ills betide. 


In mercy check thy gait 
When rushing to ill-fate; 
Only when 
Rose-tints illume the way 
To an auspicious day, 
Haste thou then. 


Freed from surplus of pain, 
When joy and blessings reign 
We'll give all praise, 

Kind Father, unto Thee, 
And will with bended knee, 
Thy standard raise. 


AMERICAN VERSE. 


THE GOLDEN LIFE. 
a 
By REV. MARY L. MORELAND. 


& 


There’s a golden life, they tell me, 

Fitted for the kingdom of God; 

Filled with the matchless boundless love, 
The marvelous wondrous grace from above, 
Of the King of the Heavenly Life. 


Beautiful life to be lived in the hearts of men, 


For of such is the Kingdom of Heaven. 
Beautiful life of the Christly way, 

Thy gladdening rays lead to eternal day, 
Whence fears and doubts have long since fled, 
And happy delights of Heavenly grace instead, 
Reign supremely in every place. 

Like the lily sending sweet fragrance to all, 
Never failing in richest profusion to fall 

Into the lives of those nearest at hand; 
Teaching the doing of each day as one may, 
Remembering little things so oft forgotten; 
Thinking and speaking as the Master of Life, 
Lightening each day of its toil and strife. 

Oh, the golden life, the beautiful life, 

The life I live now in the Son of God. 


AMERICAN VERSE. 


A HAZY DAY. 


a 


By ELIZABETH F. STURTEVANT. 


Ba 


Sometimes in the hazy light that fills 
The world with dreams in quiet weather, 
I look across the lonely hills, 

And still and shadowy vales between, 
Beyond the clearings bare and brown, 
And tall pines looking gravely down 

On smooth and peaceful slopes, that lean 
Like friends of olden time together, 

To the woods that on the horizon’s rim 
Stand in the distance blue and dim. 


And just beyond that forest line 
I seem to see wide fields of snow, 

And children playing in the fine 

And frosty air. These prairies lie 

Hence many a mile; but in my dream | 
Only a step away they seem. 

Through gates of pearl, from mansions high, 
Look forth these two, who years ago 
Sported with me. Who knows if they 
Heaven’s far horizon search today, 

With spirit-eyes 4nd thoughts of love, 

And memories of life on earth 

Come, like a dream of childhood’s mirth, 
Into their greater life above? 
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GOD’S LOVE OF BEAUTY. 


& 


By EPHRAIM WEBER. 
a 


If all the leaves were patterned one plain way, 
Could they not sip the air to feed the trees? 

Were all the gay-hued flowers an ashen gray, 
Would that of any sweetness rob the bees? 


And should the sun stéer past the gates of night 
And fling no splendor from his trailing wing, 

To drench the clouds in gold and ruby light, 
Would aught go wrong with any earthly thing? . 


Or, when the lightning leaps the hearth of hell 
To startle the midnight—draped in ebon pall, 

And peals the thunder’s huge, awe-molten bell 
Down from the live, electric vapor-wall,— 


Does God unscroll the rousing grandeur there 
For use?—Oh, God loves beauty! and His hand 
Uncramped by cold utility, can spare 
Her finest skill to make the useful grand. 


AMHRICAN VERSE. 


GIVE THANKS. 
ae 
By C. H. WOOWARD. 


& 


Give thanks for health and strength each day 

To press along life’s rough and rugged way. 

Thanks for each blessing of the year, 

Thanks for our home and friends so dear. 
Give thanks! 


Though lowly and humble our lot may be, 


Though little of pleasure in life we may see, 

Yet strength has been given us all of the way 

And we welcome again a Thanksgiving Day. 
Give thanks! 


Give thanks to our Heavenly Father above 

For His wonderful mercies and infinite love, 

For all His forbearance and tenderest care, 

For the many blessings He permits us to share. 
Give thanks! 


Then welcome again a Thanksgiving Day. 

Let each try his best to drive care away. 

May the sunshine of gladness fall from above 

And warm every heart with tenderest love. 
Give thanks! 


AMERICAN VERSE. 


PAARDEBURG. 
ae 
By HARRY L. DEAN 


& 


Paardeburg! that fearful scene of slaughter 
By bursting lyddite shell, : 
Where Cronje and his gallant Dutch farmers 
Endured ten days of Hell; 
Where “Little Bobs” of Candahar, and Kitchener 
of Khartoum— 
Soldiers of Fame— . 
Added a victory—dearly bought— 
To the lustre of their name. 
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“VENGEANCE IS MINE,” 
& 
By ALICE L. BEARDSLEY. 


& 


God never intended all minds to be blended, 

In just one opinion o’er all His dominion, 

On Babylon tower He took from man power 

Of clear understanding, the language confounding. 


Like dreams soon forgotten, that long ago lesson; 
Yet ways of our brother are past our discover; 

We don’t comprehend him, so then we condemn him, 
We say his life’s crooked, his ways mean and wicked. 


But if we were standing on just the same landing, 
With just the same vision, perhaps our decision 
Would oft find us walking, and oft find us talking 
Not the least way better. We’d know, then, his fetter. 


Why take we upon us a task not assigned us? 

Why judge we another we do not admire? 

Just leave him alone, and by no look or tone 

Cast shadow or fetter, there’s a Judge that’s greater. 


God said, “Vengeance is Mine;” and to thee and to 
thine 

Surely He will reply in His own time and way. 

Our life work completed, to each one shall be meted 

The harvest we’re sowing, through life as we’re going. 


Then let us look closely to our own ways mostly, 
To wrong not another, a foe or a brother, 

But make the world better, by our own lives purer; 
Thus life will be sweeter and Heaven be nearer. 
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AMERICAN VERSE. 


BEYOND. 


od 


By WILBER G. BENEDICT. 


Pad 


~ Darkness shrouded it forever; 

Sun or moon there never shone,— 
Only stars—the brightest of them— 
Merely these, and these alone. 


Black ravines and frightful chasms, 
Mountains silent and, sublime, 
All were, by the law of Heaven, 
Haunted by the soul of Time. 


In that nightly, death-like realm 

Sounds forever were unheard: 
Ne’er had fall’n a sound or echo, 
Not a wind had ever stirred. 


In that wild, chaotic region 
Grew no fair and. fragrant flowers; 
There no cloud spread o’er the zenith, 
There no hail or snow or showers. 


Naught was there save pallid star-light; 
Rugged, gloomy mountain-tower, 

Made by hand of gentle Nature, 

In her youthful, idle hours. 
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Once I stood upon these mountains 
Dreaming of the virgin past, 

When, with sound of voices singing 
O’er my head, I awoke, aghast. 


5) 


Gazing upward to the zenith, 
I beheld a seraph band 

Floating down and singing anthems 
Of their bright, celestial land. 


I upheld my hands as greeting 
To those angels from above; 

And my soul was gently lifted 
From this body by their love. 


Upward, high above the region 
That in darkness lay below; 
Swiftly upward drew my spirit, 
On its pinions white as snow. 


“Tell me, sweetest angels! tell me 
To what star do we proceed?” 
And they answered, “That is Heaven!— 

See the star? Come, we will lead!” 


Singing songs and hymns of Heayen, 
We, like echoes from afar, 

Drifted, full of joy and gladness, 

Onward to that gleaming star. 


AMERICAN VERSE. 


MY VILLAGE HOME. 


a 


By BIRDELLA C. HOWLAND. 
ed 


Often I think of the little town 
Planted near a stream, 
The place in which in childhood 
IT had many a pleasant dream. 
How strange it seems that all has past. 
I have thoughts that would make a strong heart weak. 
The thoughts of youth are long, long thoughts, 
They are the thoughts I may not speak. 


Strange to me now are forms I meet, 
And joy is almost pain. 
So many I see and do not know 
On returning home again. 
Here and there the lamps of evening glimmer, 
And through the windows lights of warm fires. 
The thoughts of youth are long, long thoughts, 
And thoughts of which we never tire. 


How very strange it all does seem, 
As my thoughts balance up and down, 
Strange to me now are the forms I see 
When I visit my childhood town. 
The vision has gone, and I gaze upon reality; 
My old home still, and yet, no more, 
I pass between the shadows of the beloved pine trees, 
To gaze upon their loveliness but once and never more. 
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THE SKEIN OF LIFE. 


a 


By MRS. S. J. COGGINS. 


& 


I am winding a skein today 

A skein of great value and worth, 

Not in gold or diamonds or costly gems. 
Not in houses nor lands on this dear earth. 
Yet a skein of intrinsic value to me, 

Is this skein of life I am winding today. 


Full many long years I have wound this skein, 
Have wound it in joys, have wound it in pain; 
Have wound it in griefs, when tears fell like rain. 
I’ve wound it at all times, by seas or by train. 
Oh, this skein of life is a wonderful skein! 


Should it fall from my hands, could I wind it again, 
Or could any friend complete the task, 

That in my weakness I laid down? 

No, this wonderful skein I must wind alone. 


Oh, this skein of life is a wonderful skein, 

It has mountains of joys and valleys of pain. 
And bright streams of bliss for all who will drink 
Of the water of life, for Christ’s dear sake. 


When we cease from winding this wonderful skein, 
Shall we meet it again over there on the plain, 

Or by the great throne of the judge of all hearts, 
And hear from his lips, “Well done, 

Thy skein is pure and white, 

Enter into thy rest in the mansions of light.” 
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INDIANA DAYS OF OLD. 


a 


By ARNOLD REIF. 
& 


Oft when yearning and thinking, my mind wanders far 
away, 

To the home where I was raised, playing barefoot, knew 
no cares. 

A boy once more those visions reviving, images cherished, 
sacred, dear— 

A mother’s eye with love abeaming, her voice whispering 
sweet words I hear. 


Happy days those when I went roaming over the green- 
clothed hills and grounds; ° 

When Spring tossed Winter’s shrouding, and woods rang 
with merry sounds; 

When fishing I went to the brooklets, passed many a 
pleasant day, 

And never grew tired angling, fishes keeping my cork at 


play. ; 


I wonder if yet are standing the slaughter house and the 
walnut tree. 

Where the cat and sunfish catching thrilled my heart 
with childish glee; 

When Autumn along comes striding, ripens nuts with 
frost’s first cold, 

If pose are still busy filling sacks with fruit as in days 
of old? 
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Are the wild vines yet spinning to the peaks of the grand 
old trees, 

Still abundantly giving crops so juicy filled with sweets? 

Are the brooklets yet aflowing, and their finny tribes 
alive? 

Or flitting gone to tiie far, far away all we mortals must 
tread alike? 


Are the birds, with their merry music ever charming to 
the ear, 

Silenced, flown to the far away, never again to appear? 

Is oe little farm yet vacant, and the mulberry proud, 
alone, 

Standing like a guardian angel, staunch and true, like 
days of old? 


Are my playmates yet thinking of their youth and boy- 
hood plays, 

When no troubles and cares they knew, in Indiana’s 
olden days; 

Or have most of them responded to nature’s fateful call, 

Dropped like the withered leaves from the trees at roll 
of fall? 
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TRAITOROUS FRIENDS. 


a 
By ANNIE C. INWOOD. 


a 


Who his manhood bends 

To make trusting friends 

Serve his own dark ends, 
Sadly degenerate must be; 

No spark of true worth, 


Of honor a dearth, 
Most treacherous on earth, 
Is this kind of humanity. 


No one is secure 
Be they ever pure, 
But they must endure 
And live down false things that are ad 
For thus it was done 
To the Holy One,— 
Even God’s own Son © 
For such as they suffered and bled. 
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REFLECTIONS. 


a 


By M. S. BAKER. 


a 


T’ll read that book, I'll sing that song. 

But when! Oh, when the days are warm and long; 
When my thoughts are free and my voice clear, 
Some happy time within this year. 

The days slip by with noiseless tread 

The song is unsung, the book unread. 


T'll see that dear friend, and make her feel 
The weight of sweet friendship, true as steel; 
Some gift of sympathy Ill bestow. 

But time sweeps on with stately flow, 

Until with sad reproachful tear 

I lay my flowers upon her bier. 


And still I walk the desert sands, 

And still with simple trifles fill my hands, 
While always just beyond my reach, 

A fairer purpose shows me each. 

The deeds I have not done, but planned, 
Remain to haunt me,—unfulfilled. 
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THE BOOK WITH ITS LEAVES TURNED DOWN. 


ae 


By URIAH E. LEMON. 
a 


’Tis my dear mother’s Bible I remember so well, 
The book with its leaves all turned down. 

She would pause in her reading, some story to tell, 
And then she would turn a leaf down. 


When I would go to the saloon just over the way, 
Mother would bow her old gray head down; 

She would lift her hands up to Heaven and pray, 

Then read from the book with its leaves turned down. 


When poor mother died and was in the grave laid, 
The angels from Heaven came down, 

The good preacher knelt and fervently prayed; 

Then read from the book with its leaves turned down. 


In. my visions of Heaven dear mother I see, 
That is she with the brightest crown; 

With the Book of Life upon her knee, 

See! Its leaves are all turned down. 


With outstretched hands she beckons to me, 
On its pages my name she has found. 

She is pointing to where it says, “Come unto Me,” 

In the book with its leaves turned down. 
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LIFE PROBLEM. 
a 
By MARY ELLIS MAC GRATH. 


Fd 


When life is full of trouble, and the shadows quickly 


fall, 
How sweet to feel a Father is watching over all. 


His hand averts the danger that in the night-time comes; 
His promise to us given, His blessing on our home. 


Fear not! for I am with thee, a strong consoling power: 
The darkness quick uplifted reveals a strengthened hour. 


Bind round thy heart this message, rivet it with threads 


of love; 
Naught can harm integrity, linked with fidelity above. 
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CHRISTMAS NIGHT. 


Ba 
By VIOLA HALEIBURTON. 


& 


It was a divinely favored night: 

A King bowed down to this earth for light, 
And the awesome Heaven a shining flame 
Did a Savior’s love proclaim. 

Soon as the midnight hours prevail 

The angel of the Lord tells a wondrous tale, 
Of good will toward men, peace on earth, 
The precious news of a Savior’s birth. 


A multitude of the heavenly host on high 
Filled the star-illumined sky, 

And with sweetest anthems ert 
Melodies, before to shepherds never granted; 
Singing and praising over the land 

The beautiful work of an Almighty hand, 
Confirming the tidings of a humble name; 
Centuries have added lustrous fame. 


When the angelic choir had ceased, 

Wise men from the far-off east 

With many a precious gem, 

Came to worship the Babe at Bethlehem. 

A. lustrous star shone out so bright 

To guide their wandering steps aright, 

And the nation thanked God for the promised hour, 
The holy gift of a divine power. 
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